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weak in all the points. that. I could judge, though strong enough in
stilettos. "We have not had any open rupture, nor shall we, for I have no
doubt that this * cockney corsair' fancies he has greatly obliged us by all
this trouble we have had. But tell me who is this odd fish ? They talk
of him here as a camelion (s*c), who went mad on reading Lord Byron's
* Corsair.' He told me,that he knew you."

About the middle of May, Severn heard from Leigli Hunt,
in reply to a request which he had made as to the use, for
the Keats Memoirs, of the letter which Leigh Hunt had
written before he knew of the poet's death. The " royal
news" alluded to in the postscript probably concerns the
promise of Byron to be an active collaborator with Hunt in
ids ill-starred journalistic venture.

" Genoa,
" May 10th, 1823.

". ... As to .the letter concerning dear Keats, pray do with it as
you wish. It was very scrupulous in you to ask rny permission, yet I
thank you for doing so, as it affords me another specimen of a nature that
I like. Gilby is a very good fellow, and so is Trelawny. Eoberts I do not
know enough of to say what he is, but Trelawny likes him, and that is
something. Thank you for your attentions to them all. Trelawny will
be here in two or three weeks, and then, my dear Severn, I will write to
you further respecting those other interesting matters. I arn sorry I
cannot join you at Florence in June, but at any rate we shall not be there
till autumn, if then. It will depend upon circumstances when we are to
move. My wife (who begs her best remembrances) is singularly well, for
her, and considering how dreadfully her health has been shaken; the
doctors say that she is about to have the best possible chance for the
recovery of her health. She expects to be confined in a month. Judge of
my anxiety. Good God! when shall we have an end of anxieties? I
have been very unwell myself since I wrote last,-with a low fever, but it
is gone again, and I am returned as usual to my literary warfare upon
earth, pen in hand. God bless you, dear Severn.

" Yours very truly,

"LEIGH HUNT."

iAs the spring advanced into summer, the likelihood of
Severn's visit to Florence seemed to lessen. He had hoped
for a rernpnerative commission, but as it had not reached
him, lie feared to involve himself in money troubles by
leaving his work in'Borne and going to a city where social
and other attractions would be numerous, and where his
expenses would be more than he could afford, even as thepot where he himself (when this world has done with his
